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A U T U M_N^ SONG.
BY EMILY C. HBKTINGTOV.

Yesternis lit across my tlrrp
Crept the voire of singing.

Ami the echoes in my heart
Full and clear are ringing.

Tender as a moiher'a song,
ftwrrt as « *!> « chiming.

Flowed the meanly along.
To a t-ilver rhyming

Overhead the shining stars

| Looked like loA eyes Learning,
Underneath, the weary earth

Breathless lay a-dreamtng.

| Through the siienee went a voire,
With a mournful erying,

j " Lady Summer, fair and young.
l.teth faint and dying.

*' Long ago we fairies sang
lit in** corinir tilBH lrhtisr.

Iluw lint budding child would grow
To the woman's splendor.

" All the long and lightsome days
( rcw lh<' maiden fairer,

And her radiant beauty changed
To a glory rarer.

' Lady Summer iit-ih now
W hiler tuau a lily,

Idraming in tin: golden noon

When the wares are stilly.
"OVr her ernnson mouth the breath
F.oweth low and faintly,

And her forehead day by day
(irowetli pure and saintly.

' When the corn is golden ripe,
Ready for the reaping,

When across the meadows brown
Sadder winds are sweeping,

' All the lonesome woods will ring
With one mournful crying.

Lady Summer, young and fair
Pale and dead is lying.**

LIFE IN PARIS.
Paris, September 10, 1857.

.1 i'i i ll fur Mutder in Algeria.Condnnnaii'iiof Cnpt. Doineau and thirteen Arabs.
'/' Exhibition rj' Pointings at the Palais

I'Industrie.The Difficulties in India.
(' i Fights ht the Hippodrome.The Train
< / i ars constructed by the Eastern Itaihoay
t'fwi«tntf far the Emperor's special use.
11 inci Albert's Visit to Chalons.The In

i,c off the Emperors Napoleon ami Alexaudcr ut FluItyard.
'to ihe Editor of the National Era:

In my last I mentioned an extraordinary trial
in Ai eria, that occupied the Frerch press for
n in weeks, ai d one likely to produce many
rtfjims in ih« aduiinistration of that country.
IV ve months past, a public conveyance left
I n en for (ban, two towns at 110 great dist:u'<from each other in the western districts

Algeria. At a late hour of the night it was

a''lacked by a body of armed men, uot far from
t town; several passengers were shot dead,

-n.' them an Ago, a chief of considerable in;ier.ee,Ben Ahdallah. His widow, who was

married shortly after his death to her fifth husband,had lest her' first, second, and third husbands,in a similar way, was quite oriental in
1 r extravagant expressions of grief, and asked
t >r revenge. A Captain Doineau, in the French
service of Algeria, was, with eighteen Arabs,
brought" before the Court ot Assizes at Oran,
. >y-d with the atrocions assassination.
The proceedings were long and singular, givi' a dear insight into the arbitrary rule of the

military government, of the Arab customs and
e vi! procedures. Hotue eighty witnesses were

« .atiiiimd ; and, strange as it may seem, the
principal ones were among those accused of
tb- t ime crime. Their statements were contradict)ry, and though it was not proved that the
i iptain was on the spot at the time of the attack,
i' was proved that he was the oole instigator of
the murder of the Aga, and that tho Arabs imp:ca'ed bad only followed his orders. Doineau
t-arej Aga Ben Ahdallah, who Lad threatened

^
t reveal some of his fonl transactions, and

i .1 him to be killed. Doineau was conii.1 l«> death, ihirteen of the Arabs to hard
l or from thirty to Ave years. They have ap;-aled to a higher court; but it is believed

t! lit the fir- t verdict will be sustained.
In my letter dated July JOth, I promised to

i.< some further account of the Exhibition of
i'.r..- Arts, which is still open to the public.
Tn.' distribution of the prizes took place on the
1 tth of last month. Living, as we are, at a

;»r i! j>t riotl, a great number of artists have
sacrificed their talent to the commemoration
< the heroic de. ds of the French in the
t'rimea and in Algeria, for the purpose of
a taming the galleries of paintings at Ver.fu wh-re are collected all the greatTbattlest ughi by the French, since the time of Clovis

vii to that of Napoleou III. The nephew,h*e the uncle, seems pleased to see himself exIibited in uniform, and the number of eqneahuiiand pedestrian portraits of the Emperorit ovetpowering. All the signal events of his
t i are represented in full. On one canvas
1 e h to he seen opening the great Exhibition
< on another, receiving the Qaeen ofI gland a1. St. Cloud ; and then distributingtints to ihr suffer-. rs during the distressing inundationof the (iaat year; again, laying the
< orner stone of seme hospital. Then come the
lull sized portraits of the Empress, with and
without the Imperial baby, and in and out of
the saddle. The best of them is the portrait
t ainted by Wiuterhalter, with the little King Of

' ru on her knees, an account of which I
'ave in a previous letter, and for which he was

i r d by the rank of oilicer in the Legion of
II Tit r. The portraits of the marshals and

i.erals of France, covered with stars, medals,f'bboi s, and tassels, are no less in number, beltsan endless variety of corporals and sutler
w.roen ia regimentals, constituting the leadi':gfeature of the Exhibition. Gtnrc piecesaUo t r.t largely, and among them there are
inn y i It f (faeuvres, some of which were meue1 ni my last. Of classic or scriptural subJ.here are but very few.

t
V. ii p.-.mtod the taking of the Tower of

- '< .. ff, whit a certainly was a glorious mili' »:yachievement f hut the held of action is
iiiva too va>t to admit of being cramped into

the narrow limits of a gilded frame. In thedistance, ^ von painted the shores of the Black
»">ea, the trenches, and the various regimentsadvancing in battle array, to assist the avani'r'le. A Zouave is represented on a mound
r -ing in the middle ground, holding the Frenchh -g m a most theatrical posture. This figures -ads bole.y out irom the gray horizon. Ballsand bombshells Hying about, as thick as hail in
a ft storm, and yet that child of Paris unflinchinglyholds his position.
A battalion of Z , naves in white, blue. and
I, ( wiinjiaiidtd by Ool. Coilitteau, completesI ceeatndT the pictare. The foreground isI a oafanoa of human beings, wounded, dying,I and others writhiug with suffering.9 Vv ,u is certainly an artist of eminence, butit must he granted that modern warfare is tooEl -riit. t'ul a subject to be treated satisfactoryH ly. Amongst the productions of less preten- jI lion in the last salon, there is a picture whichinprcael me most favorably; and had I beena member ot the jury, the artist who painted itwould have beeu rewarded by the first prise.u The so-ne depicted is that of the evacuation oflu \V all^chia bj the Russians* Forced to aban| dun the Daiiubi&u provides, the Kuaaisus cur-
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ried off all^thej ^culd lay h%nds on; and ao
great wm their i*i<st for booty, that the saci*d
shrine did not eycfcpe profanation. In the absenceof horse*, tie barbarian soldiers of the
Czar forced the«^.a.lachian peasants to draw
their carts heavil*-laden with booty over the
untrodden roads* The women and children of
these poor peast - .1 are represented following,
to implore them.-,? i to take their hnsbands to
the desert; in turner to which, the whip is
raised over the hand of a venerable old man,
whose daughter,/sautic with grief at seeing her
father thus malft£!ated, tnrowa herself in the
way to ward off®be blow. The drawing is
good, the sceneryjijctureeqae, the suffering of
the poor peasants^Tye grief of the women) the
beastly look and jB^rged determination of the
northern barbarians is well depicted and impressive.This picture should have been l«ung
under the great picture of the Congress of faris,that the Russian visiters might not fa I to
witness the low degree at which they stared in
the scale of civilization, and strongly to im^ ress
with horror at such acts of cruelty all fkose
who have the welfare of our fellow-creatures
at heart. I mu»j acknowledge, howeve;*, to
have discovert d njore gems principally among
the small pictures than 1 bad thought to find,
after my first superficial examination of this
exhibition; but, as a whole, it does not de justiceto the progress of the arts iu general. The
Palace of Industry, in which the exhibititA is
held, is exceedingly well suited to it, anc the,
fatigued visiter finds among the shrubs, ^ras*
plats, fountains, and flower-beds, which embellishthe centre of this vast building, a del ghtfulplace of repose, surrounded by nature and
art*
The difficulties in India excite much i iterestharp. not frnm atmnntkv. hut frr»m a it i>ir«

to see their neighbors deprived of exte .aive '

possessions, and reduced to an inferior P< wer.
Some even go so far as to speculate or the
prospect of seeing the English driven Vom t

there, in the hope of beiDgableto conque; and
colonize India themselves. The French lave
become vainglorious. If they could b. inducedto look back upon their conquests atj 1 ancientcolonies, they would be disgusted a; the
prospect offered by such an uuderta ,ing.
What is the state of prosperity in the col. ,nies
of Algeria?
The French have been in possession of that

country for twenty seven years, and the i amigratedEuropean population there amoun a to
about 125,000, the greater portion of y hich
consists of citizens of other countries. 1 * the
French should ever attempt to conquer a portionofChina, they would wear cues and si toke
opium like genuine Celestials. Having all ided
to that estimable quality of assimilation possessedin Buch an eminent degree by the
French, I might as well state that we jhall
have bull fights before long in the eitv of Paris.The first step towards the intrcductic n of
that barbarous amusement is already mad », by
cow fights. The first performance of that kind
came off a few days since, at tbe Hippodi ime,
and is said to have been very amusing, wi bout
bo tragic an end as the combats indulge i in
by their better halves.
The Eastern Railway Company has constructeda train of beautiful cars for the Em

peror's special use. This train is compos id of ('
eight cars. One fitted up as a diuing room anotheras a terrace car, for the accommod ,tiou
of smokers; next comes a parlor car, a bedroomcar, and then three carriages for th ) ladiesand gentlemen cf the Emperor and Empress'ssuit, followed by baggage cars. The
dining-room car is a little chfj' d'arrc of ;omfortand ingenuity. The interior is of c; rved
oak wood, the windows and panels are surmountedby escntcheons, enlivened with gi'diug.The furniture is also of carv» d uak > pod,
covered with yellow, red, and gold emb «sed
leather. The terrace car is simply a floor, enclosedby a rich iron balustrade, aud co «red
by a roof supported by twisted eolumDe »surmountedby eagles to form the capitals. If. nchesof carved cak wood are placed all aloi,£ the
railing, covered with embossed leather, correspondingto that of the dining room, with ;nag
nificent curtains of Aubusaon tap>estry, yhieh
can at pleasure be drawn entirely around the
cars. The parlor car is marvellously rich. The
ceiling is green, white, and g"Id; the wajis are

1 1 M A t. * .

aiso nung wnu A<>»unoD lapeairy, rcpi^Kui-
ing large bcquets of flowers upon a white gtj^uud.A most elegant sofa placed at one end ^ intendedfor the Emperor and Empress. The
furniture is of gik wood. The carpet m^.ches
the hangings to perfection. The w^adow
frames, cornice, and other ornaments' are
of gilt bronze. This very long oar j dividedinto three compartments: at out end
there is a little cabiuet, with a lounging chair
for the Empress ; the chairs and walls ar coveredwith green silk; next to it is th«, bedroomcar, which is divided into two rooms each
containing two beds. The Emperor's an< Empress'sbed room is hung with blue silk damask,the other with purple; three little t* ilette
cabinets, hung in Pompadour style, co& -plete
this car. The iirst-class carriages destinedi >r the
suite are very elegant and comfortable, litferingbut little from the ordinary first class cars.
The exterior of these cars is magnificent, saint-,
ed in green and gold. The saloou car s remarkablyrich ; the door panels are orna fientedwith the Imperial coat of arms, and be tenth,
the windows there are little medallions wi p Imperialbees upon a branch of gilt bronze Is »ves;
the whole car is bordered with rich gilt I 'on/.e
ornaments. The beautiful door knobs a, d the
lamps, covered with a net-work of gilt h pnze,
contribute much to the splendor of th tout
ensemble. Trains bearing some analt yy to
these might be built for rich invalid trav filers..
How delightful it would be to have yi jr.-,elf
transported all over the continent, cr ssing
bridges and running through mountains,' withoutonce leaving Jour abode, quietly p ssing
from your sleeping room to your parlq, , and
from thence to the dining room. This >audy
train is to go US Chalons, and from ther , it is
thought, it will be sent to Calais for the a »com-
moaauon or rnnce AiDert, woo is s< yn to
visit the Camp at Chalons. The Empen r will
doubtless make his trip to Germany i , this
train, where the interview of the Empe. of,
Russia and the Emperor of France iy t| take
place, on the 26th instant.
The old King of Wurteraberg recently spent

some time at Biarritz with the Emprea ; and
has just returned home to make the nee ssary
preparations for the reception of the tw ( Im-T
penal guests. The troops of Wurta tberg
number about 20,000 men, and are g readycalled together for a great manoeuvre, t» take;place near Heilbrown, for their amuet ment.
Artists and upholsterer^ are at work to brush
up the rusty old furniture of the King' i PaM
ace, the expenses of which will be defrayed by
a tax levied upon tbat poor people, obll (ed to
emigrate by thousands every year, to' nsure
the welfare of the younger members c families.
The question aow is, " what will t> t two

mighty chiefs crtnccct ? " The general d>>inion
is, that Austria will be called to accow it; in
consequence of which, the funds have ^ readydeclined at the'exchauge of Vienna, yf that
perfidious Government should ever coast to exist,it would only be regretted by the hi use of
the Hapsburg. j

a

Siohiku..There is not a more per, icious
habit, nor one that grows more insensibl upon
a man, than that of sighing. Besides si Mling
a great deal of good breath that we w jnt for
something better, it wears out the lu; gs; ij
induces irregularity of respiration; it qt ickenl
the action of th* heart, and it depress is the
spirits.just as ^ hearty laugh exhiliratei \hem.
With some, too, it is a mere habit. { hav|
known some very even-tempered met who
seem to take it at a sort of safety-valve fo blowingoff superfluous wind from their chea ; and
so inveterate does it grow upon them, tfc* »t they
come out with their suspirations at all i irts of
queer times and uileuiatable occasions, U jating;
n may oe, » wbjie company, who are u; lenuig
to a witty raconteur or a lively song, /nth a j
" heigh ho I" that is quite appalling. Front /
whatever eau8<? it arises, I prouounce i ghing
to be a vain, pestilent, ami prt filleee op» r»t'oni
to be UjsojuuUMiuucfcd alike by physich ,i, phb .
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losopher, and friend. If a man is down in the
world, it will not raise him; if he is empty, it
will not fill him: and if he is poor, 'tis the
worst way in the world to raise the wind. "A
blague of sighing," says pleasant old Jack
Fata'aff, "it blows a man up like a bladder."
it does worse, Bay I.it blows a man off. like
Troth from a tankard of ale; it blows a man
Jtit, like the flame from the wick of a cardie..
Dublin University Magazine.

For the National Era.

GOING INTOJTHE COUNTRY.
BY O All, HAMILTON.

Exactly, my dear, only yon mean a very differentthing from what I do. You wrap the
chairs in brown holland, and turn the pictures
to the wall, and carry the silver down to mother's,and pack a dry-goods store into your
trunk, and whirl off to a great hotel, and unpackyonr dry goods, and put on your flounces,
and laces, and diamonds, and sit up straight,
graceful, and lady-like, and dine off the same

meats, and hop with the same hoppers, and
talk with the same talkers, and see the same

faces, and do the same things yon did yesterdayat home; and this you call " going into
the country."

Or, being a notch lower in the social scale,
and not able to contribute your part to the
splendors of a great establishment, yon go to a

little village, eight miles away, and engage a

southwest chamber in a house set on a hill,
without blinds, with a tank of rain water directlyunder the window, a feather bed, wooden
chairs, and red flowered carpet, and sit in your
oven by day time, and Bew in solitary dignity,
and at sunset issue forth and astonish the nativeinhabitants by tbe superiority of your real-
ly elegant and well-fitting attire to their beat
Sunday garb; and this you call " going into
the country.''

Well, well, friends, I don't mean to say that
you are not a thousand times better fitted to
jadge than I am; nor do I mean to say that
your opinion is not a thousand times better
than mine; but only it is not mine. If I must
do one of two things.either take the city with
me into the country, or stay myself with the
city.why, undoubtedly, I prefer the latter. I
am not, however, reduced to the alternative, as
I shall proceed to demonstrate.

But, first, 0, dear and beloved public, iu orderthat we may jog ou cosily together for an
hour or so, let us introduce ourselves to each
other; or, less modestly, but more accurately,
let me introduce myself to you.

Dramatis persocie. Beautiful and interestingyoung lady, (that'd myself, Gail Ilamilton,)
make beiiece, not really, but through this letter,
just as we aay iu an algebraic problem, " let x

represent the peachee."
2d. Place, Burrton. You don't know where

that is? No. Well, Burrton is a respectable
village, situated on the banks of Niles river,
one hundred ar.d fifty feet from its source. The
population consists of seven hundred inhabitants.The population always has consisted of
seven ^hundred inhabitants; and, unless some
change occurs, this state of affairs will proba
hly continue to an indefinite period in the
future. The occupations of the people are
chiefly agriculture, manufactures, and commerce.The agriculture may be divided into
two branches, corn and potatoes. The manufactures,on the other band, may be referred to
one great class.shoes. The commerce consistsin an exchange of the two. There is one
lawyer, who exercises his skill chiefly in taking
care of the baby; two doctors, who amuse
themselves by quarrelling with each other, and
benefit the public by destroying all confidence
in cither; and halt' a minister.that is. the
good pa9tor lives half way between Burrton
afld its next neighbor, and preaches on alter
nate Sabbat ha.which fact hag giveu rise to the
slander, that in the vicinity of Burrton it takes
two towns to make one.

3d. Weather. Exceedingly warm ; sunshine
in the superlative degree; dast rampant; dogs
punting; humanity fanning; Bky simmering.

4th. Time. Washing day, A. M.l Friend,
have you the power of what, logicians call
"Complex Apprehension?" It is needed to
take iu the complete idea of washing day. In
this well-regulated town, Monday inevitably
comes laden with mops, and scrubbing brushes,and indigo bags, and rows of blue tubs, and
starch, and a general disquiet and " move-on "

iulluence, infinitely distressing to a poetical
and sensitive temperament. All beauty, and
sublimity, and sentiment, and bo wels-of mercies,
swallowed up in soap suds. Grande, my sister,is awfnlly energetic and thorough; and
her intermittent fever of " cleaning up is fear
ful to contemplate. l>eaf to my entreaties, pitilessto my weaknesses, every quiet little inoffensive'cornerwhere I had snugly tucked away
sundry old boots, dilapidated stockings, venerablecollars, and unfinished busiuess generally,
sb# ransacks, she overhauls, she sorts and assorts,till I am entirely ignorant of the geog
raphy of every article of my wardrobe. Ah 1
well, might makes right. Jove is inexorable ;N
so Terpsichore makes a low courtesy to Tethys,
and Xethys does not even touch his hat in return,the monster I

5lh. Drees. But I must beg you to excuse
me there. Let me dismiss the discussive and
adept the suggestive style, by saying that the
favorite occupation of my leisure hours is to
walk up aud down, murmuring, with " Rare
Ben,"

Robes ioesely flowing, hair as free.
Such sweet neglect more taketh me
Thau all the adulteries of art;
They strike mine eye, but not ray heart.'

Well, now, are we good friends ; and should
yon know me anywhere; and will you drop
into the easy chair yonder, and let me chat to
yon awhile this fine August morning? Bat
lon't look at me too earnestly out of those
large, luminous eyes of vours, or I shall blush
and stammer, and mayhap not tell you the
irptb, the whole truth, and nothing but the
truth.
The amusement, par excellence, of the good peopleof Burrton, the yearly recreation, in which
jld and young iudulge, is going a berrying.
The well-to do-in-the-world go in wagons, and
For berries to eat. The poor go on foot, and for
terries to selL Grande and I, being neither
rich nor poor, went on horseback, and we picksdfifteen quarts ! Just think of it, fifteen (XV)
quarts of blackberries 1 Great, black, juicy
hinirn thev were.melting into vour month.
fainting into your basket, exhausted with their
dwii i^tcess; full were tbey on the vines, huge
snd unctuous under the leaves, winking up at
pou, as who should say,a I'm ready for you," so
that tven you, my friend, would have been
tempted, at such a sight, to lay down your em
broidery, or your DaUy Times, and pick, pick,
pick, for once in your life, with your own lilywhitehands. I am free to confess, and my
ponfession will be borne out by the testimony
of an unprejudiced witness, that I did overcomethe original sin of laziness for that day
at least. I stooped down to the bushes till
stooping was out of the question. I sat till sittingwas no longer practicable. I knelt till mykneelers were paralyzed. Then I lay down flat
on the ground, and picked mechanically and
fchostily; but we gathered fifteen quarts, and
have lived in berries ever since. I leap into a
brown bread blackberry cake every morning
up to my chin, aud gnaw away right and left;then flounder into a blackberry pie, and repeatthe process. Ah! it is a grand thing, this goinginto the country. However, since I am to
thow both sides, I am bound to say that you do
[jet distressingly poisoned in these berry excurlions; but every rose has its thorn; a fortiori,
why should not every berry haye its bug ?
Grande has a wonderful faculty for scenting

berries at fabulous distances, aud iudetatigable
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zeal in appropriating then to her own use*. At
the close of one of her exploring expeditions,
she announced the discovery of a new field of
labor.a large clamp of blaeberry bashes in
" the swamp/' only half a mile distant; and in
(he same breath signified her intention of taking
possession at once, with a besieging army of
one.myself. I protested feebly and hopelessly.
I like berries, but the vis inertia is a very strong
point in my character; and when one has berries
enough in the house to last twenty-four"hours, I
can see no earthly reason for moving. Parental
expostulation joined its foroee to mine, representingthe unwonted depth of water in the swamp;
all of which was received with an incredoloas
smile; uud we went.yes, we went. Do yon know
what a hassock is? Well, M in the country," it is
a little mound in a swamp, covered with long,
thick grass, sometimes overgrown with bnshes.
All aronnd the hassock is low, boggy gronnd.
The hassocks are sometimes far apart, and sometimesnot so far. Well, that day I found the
hassocks were little islands, and the swamp kneedeepin water. I gazed aghast, bat Grande went
forward with the calm equanimity of a great
mind set on a great end, and not to be baffled
by small obstacles. I followed in a melancholy
manner, plunging and tumbling. The modus
operandi is this: we will suppose I am standing
on a hassock covered only with grass. I see,
near by, a hassock with a bush eight feet high
on it, and a dozen berries. I look anxiously to
see if there is room dhough on the hassock for
my feet, and decide that there is; then I measure
the distance, to see if I can leap so far, and decidethat I can. I leap. I succeed in effecting
a landing; and, clinging fast to the bash with
one hand, in order to maintain my position, I
pick what I can convulsively grasp with the
othe,r, having the basket fastened to my belt.
Ah! my classical friend, Hoc opus hie labor est I
Those rascals of musquitoee, too, know that they
u»iv uuc auTsuui^e, nuu icej mil iu wna a

savage ferocity that is horribly exasperating.In this particular case, I grew desperate, maddened,reckless. I had on no hoops, and my rubberboots were sticky, and my old raw-silk dress
was sticky too, and the one would get trammelledin the other; and.

" Maud Muller on a summer's dayRaked the meadow sweet with hay;Beneath her torn hat glowed the wealth
Of simple beauty and rustic health".

sung one of our master singers; and he might
have struck the lyre with a truer and more pathetic,if lesB graceful, note:

G. H., desperately Jumping for a stump.Jumped into the ditch, aud went down ko-nlump;Beneath her torn hat glowed the auger.Tne very natural result of such a slam-bang-ger!
(Shade of Whittier! forgive me! I will do

penance for it by and by, but I must have myfun out now.) My cup was full, when, seeing
me in these "doleful dumpB," Grande said, quietly,"Gail, aren't you glad you came?" and
went on composedly with her picking. Then
I put my foot down.that is, I put it down as
far as was judicious; for one being already"stuck in the mud," it would have been extremelyill judged to plant the other too tenaciously.andBaid I would stay no longer.Moreover, 1 began to grow filial, and conscientious,and pleaded parental commands. Grande
wa3 not to be moved. For once, I was unflinching.We parted. I brought away a .pint of
mournful-looking berries. Ah! bow afterwards
she walked in exultant with two qnarts, and proceeded at once to transform them into pies,
whereof she stoutly affirms I shall not hare a
morsel beyond the one piece that will comprise
my pint.

I take a wicked delight in recording the fact
that Grande was kept awake a whole night by
a raging toothache.the result of her long soakingin swamp water. It has been difficult, however,to keep out of the water this summer. It
has rained incessantly for six weeks. I understandthat all the children born since Aprfl are
scaly, and web-footed. I dou't vouch for that
fact. By rain,, yon will understand, I don't
mean any of your little, weak, weeping, timid,
apologetic, lack-a-daisical affairs, but a real, Siman-Pure,pell mell, doable-fiite^, knock down.
Last Thursday night, for instance, do you rememberwhat a tempest there was? Perhaps
there wasn't any where you were. In fact, there
wasn't any where I was, but there was every
reason to suppose one was coming; and the premonitorysymptoms are to me vastly more im-
prcasive man me "in m«ui(M r«:' l UKe tne
weird, pallid darkness, the convulsive gasps of
the wind, the chasms, and seams, and rifts of t
the piled, angry clouds; but when it has all expandedinto one great, gray cloud, it becomes
commonplace. The day before, too, was a day <
to be remembered.a very panorama of beauty,In the morning, the rain came down frantic and
furious; then it died away in gentle showers,
Little, cool, nnpretendiug drops twinkled down <

through the grape-vines, and fringed all the
blinds with silver; then the cloads suddenly
rolled up and sauutered u over the hills, and far
away" out of sight, and, in the clear sunshine,
the intense blue sky and the deep-green earth
looked a* if they had been washed, and rinsed,
and clear starched, and ironed, and put out to
air. But Nature, most fastidious of washer-
women, was not quite satisfied; so she sent the i

clouds round again, and _<

" Wind, (lie grand old harper, «mote
lli« lliunder harp of pinea," 1

and we had a "Hurry-cane." (I remember it,alas I too well; for, in trying to shnt an attic
window, to keep the roof foom blowing off, myclean muslin dress was wet quite through. I
don't iniud soiling a dress after it has been worn !
two or three days; but to do it at the first blush,
cuts me to the heart) Then the clouds rolled
themselves up and trotted off again, and

< Pir in !..« <

Ill vermilion and gold, sank the »un to hi* reel."
Ah! but ibis earth of ours is worth her weight jin gold, for all her faults. 'I have a lciud of per- jsonal love for her. Such a dear, good mother

]she seems to us all; such a great, round, green, (rich, ripe, mellow, luxuriant, dewy, dreamy, (liquid, moon-lit earth. Never before was there
suih a wealth of beauty in landscape and skyscape.suchfullness of outline, and richness of
coloring.such sunset, and star-light, and evercbangingfreshness of life.

But, after all, one does not like to stop in
the house all the while, particularly in the countryand last week, after I had been in doors jthree days, 1 began to be tired.or, rather, I jfinished being tired.I had tried a great variety tof employments. I recruited piles of stockings
whose exhausted vitality had reproached me
for mauy weeks. I made a picture-book for
the amusement of an individual six feet long. gI undertook to accomplish a dress for myself, j.and your heart would have bled to see the cruel cmanner in which that innocent muslin was cut

tand slashed by my rash lingers. In the first ^place, there had been a large piece cat off one _

end, for " patternsj" but I did not notice it till
I had cut the breadths, so of course one was
much shorter than the others; bnt I thought I
could take that for the front one, and I went j.bravely on to the next. After that was severed,I found I had cut in the crease made bv rfolding, instead of the one I had made myself gfor the purpose ; so I had to sew a great piece
on to the bottom of it. Then "running up"tbe breadths, I sewed two together at the sides, ^forming a nice bag, instead of taking a third, jAnd in this way the^dreas went on slowly to a ^glorious completion. But is it any wonder if I

Bconceived a sadden disgust for mautua-makiog ? .

At the end of the third day, when the son 7,
went down in a " blaae of glory," I thought I
must go out luto me rresn air. 1 cast about,and after a while decided to go after the cow,
which would be a happy combination of the
useful and sentimental; for you know the link- n

ling of a cow-bell in the green field# at sunset *

is eery poetical.at least, there is a prevailing D

impression to that effect. Well, I went through ,
the great gate, and down the corn-barn hill, (

and through the lane, and over the trainer-tree D

bars, and oj the hashes, and np another hill,
and there was the brindled cow, gravely grating,
and near by a matronly sheep, with her twin
offspring, viewing the scene. I stood still a *

moment, doing the same, and growing romantic ?
" very bad indeed." I thought to myself that I b
was looking very pretty and rural, and t think y
so still.1 mean as a part of the scene, not in- £dividually. My white dress, and my airaw bat u
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trimmed with green, harmonized admirably withthe anrrooadings. To be sore, I had on my ifather's robber boots ; 1>at if

u Your nimd<*» that walk* io ih« morningIl.hmt lik» « J "1

what cm jou expect of your maiden who walks
is the evening, after a three days' storm ? After
doing the dulce for a reasonable length of time,I attempted the utile, and approached the cow,expecting that she would be very much embarrassedand confused by my august advent,and immediately betake herself home, to hideher blushes. I was never more mistaken in
my life. With a self possession and equanimityequalled only by Charlotte, who, after seeingWerter home by on a abutter, " went on
cutting bread and butter," Madame Brindle
stopped a moment, gaaed at me " more in sotrowthan ia anger," and nonchalantly resumedher cropping. This was an exigency for whichI was totally unprepared. I gazed blankly at
her unconcerned ladyship. I had no stick. I
had forgotten the technical " open retame" to
a cow's brain. After profound deliberation, I
went a step asarrr, and said, bravely, " Shoo!"Brimilie fitted her head, cocked one eye a* me,
as mnch as to say," I'm not a chicken," and
went on grazing as calmly as if no ripple had
disturbed the smooth sea of her life. Then I
took another step, and said, less confidently,u'Scat!" Archly she cocked her other eye at
me, evidently intending to be understood, " I'm
not a kittenand munched, mnnebed, munchedaway, imperturbably. Growing desperate. I
I gave a tremendous jump, and " Stub boy !" (
and ran back to watch the effect. She nodded
her head at me, which I interpreted into " Not ?
just yet, my dear," then bobbed it, meaning, 1
u But I've no objection to giving yon a touch E
of my mettle ;" and suddenly throwing off her E

air of high-bred hauteur, elevating her tail *
straight into the air, with elephantine, ungainly, 8
and contemptuous gambols, two up and two \
down, she rushed, leaped, and frisked, as only c
a malicious cow can, not home to her barn-yard, '

as a judicious and motherly cow should, but a

right into the bushes, and disappeared. The E

leaves closed behind her, and I stood at the ''

edge of the meadow insulted, chagrined, alone, a

and burning to avenge my outraged honor. I 8

looked at my white dress, I thought of the E

mud, I felt the mosquitoes. I heard the crack- 8

ling of the bushes. It was growing dark, and *

iu the bashes it looked very black. I remem J
bered the sad fate of the Children in the Wood. c

The Mysteries of Udolpho, the Castle of Otran- v

to, the foots in the case of M. de Vaidemar, *

presented themselves to my excited imagina- 1
tiou. So, with as many maledictions on all v

that chew the end and divide the hoof as is 8
proper and becoming in a young lady, I drag- ®

ged my relnotaat feet homeward, feeling that I 1
was getting better of romantic very fast. 0

Speaking of a cow, reminds me of another
event, which, " with feelings of the deepest re- ®

gret,'' I am constrained to relate. I can ouly ®
throw myself upon the mercy of a generous 8

public, for thus unbosoming my private griefs- F
I refer to the sudden, distressing, and terrible E

demise of Dolly, our beloved and respected 1

horse, who departed this life about three weeks F
ago. The exact time remains and will always c

remain a mystery. She had lately become the *

mother of a beautiful colt.strong, graceful, 8

playful, and promising.and had been sent into E

a remote pasture, to recover her strength and
health. She was frequently visited by different *

members of the family, and was considered to
}be doing as well as could be expected. But "

oue fataJ day she bad been rambling with her ^infant on a sonny hill-side. Ob, treacherous
hill side, to ensnare a horse so dear I and occu- 8

pie 1, no doubt, in watching the gnmbols of her E

charming babe, she stepped unwarily into a "

deep hole, knocked her thigh in two, and, un- a
to oxtriautfc herself, died a linger ing death.far away from home and friends. There was a

none to watch her expiring throes but her own n

frightened and helpless offspring, whose sad
cries and laments conld not snatch her from w

impending doom. ^Where were ye, (inomen, when the remorwlets holeClosed round the leg of our loved Dorelhea? a

Alas, poor Dolly! You were antic and furiousin your yoang days. Iu your ungovernablerage at being checked and curbed, youbacked us through closed gates, and over stone ^walls. You hesitated not to rear your fore or Myour hind legs to unwonted heights, or to send
ethem all forward with unheard-of rapidity, jBnt your wild oats were speedily sown. Iu yourmaturer years you waxed grave, gentle, aud e^- ^amplary. A numerous family, scattered over g1all the laud, bear wituesa to your motherly care punrl Irinrlnoaa t\r%n 1--/1 a.

M.u»Uv*v, ^ucj aiao i wu rai ijr ion u» iUf ^mercies of straugers, goes his way sorrowing;casting eager and tremulous eyes hither and
cLhither, for the mother whose face he shall uev-

er more see. Requiescat in pace. \Apart from our sorrow for the loss of one
beloved, there is the inconvenience of being ^without a horse. In a farming town, everybody &wants his horse to plough, or make hay, or goto athe marsh. There are no stables. So, if you wish ^to take a drive or a ride, you have to scour the ^country ten miles round. Grande and I want-

wt-d to visit our friends, eight miles away. To jbe sure, we might have gone in the cars; but
it is barbarous to think of shutting yourself 6|up in an oblong box, with a hundred men and ^womeu, in every stage of decay, when you can
bave a brisk gallop on the back of a prancing ](pony, through whispering pines aud past fragrantclover fields, ut five o'clock in the morning.thatwas what we wanted to do. So we f(started in pursuit of horses.I in one direction,she in auother. Young Mr. Biggs, I had been j.told, had an excellent saddle horse} Mr. Biggslived three miles away. I took "a short cat," £inly two miles; climbed over seveu pairs of ^cars and four stone walls, and at length stood

wmocking at the door of Mr. Biggs, Epq., shoe- yjmaker, Justice of the Peace, and Prudential ^Committee of the town of Burrton. Young ^iprite appeared at the door.
" Does Mr. Biggs live here ? "

" Yae, ma'am."
" Is he at home ? "

f.« Yes, ma'am." fj111 should like to see him a moment."
u He's in the shop, ma'am." ^I turn to the little shop energetically, bat

rg'alter as 1 open the door and see the shoematerssitting on all Bides. Gentleman with ex- qremely brilliant locks rises.
.** Are you Mr. Biggs ? "

" No, I a'nt; I'm his son, though."u . - .. -

vju, juu »io j urn, me one l want." A nalt-
oppressed chuckle from the surrounding shoetenchesevinced their delight at this unfquiv- Qj>cal mark of my regard. I smother my indig- ^tation, and go on. "I am Mr. Hamilton's ^laughter. I want to get a horse, you have r

ine?" iit.w Yes, ma'am." :
" Is he a good saddle horse ? "
" Am gentle as a lamb, as easy as a feather

ted, and as handsome as a drawn picture."I am taken aback by this suaden How of
hetoric, and we stand gazing at each other mwhile in silence.

ej" PVaps you'd like to see him." 8tlu Yes, 1 should like it very much." He con* Telucta me to the barn-yard, brings out the horse, reiisplays his points, and enlarges on his excel* jsnces with a volubility which 1 should not jj,appose him to possess: but he understands ^is subject. J listen patiently, and as soon as Qjhere is a lull, ask, " could you let me have him ero-morrow ? "
u You want to buy him, don't yon ? " 8pM Dear me, yes, I would like to buy him very u(|inch, bnt I haven't any money. Perhaps I -j,rill boy him sometime. J want to hire him to*

iorrow." His countenance falls visibly. 80a Well, no, 1 can't let him go to-uiorrow, m,jause the Major has got to have him to go to wjlarket."
" Couldn't the Major get another horse, one

hat is not a saddle horse."
re)

Alasthat the eyes which should have smiled at this J?rill never more open to the blessed light of day. Dear fai
fes, that never yet were turned on me unkindly. Strong nm
and, that so wisely and firmly guided my young feet; V
rave heart, nolrly bearing a weight of sorrow whieh ,ryegnthad no power l« bring.which yeare, alas! can Wll
ever take sway. I db not msiilt you with pity The
ord whom thou servest continually. i|e will deliver
lee." 1*°
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" Well, no, most likely; horses is very scarce

now."
"But I want him very mueh."
Mr. Biggs elevates his eyebrows, wrinkles

lis cheeks, goes through sundry manipulationsind gesticulations, and is evidently in a quaulary.I determine to strike while the iron is
lot. I ply him with arguments, argiimentumid hominem, redurtio ad abturdum,* a priori,
i posteriori, fore and aft, above and below,itarboard and larboard. Mr. Biggs looks puziled.Mr. Biggs is undergoing a mental
itruggle. Evidently, Mr. Biggs doesn't mean
' to say die while there's a shot in the locker;"
>ut, alas I poor Biggs! what cau he do
igainst the combined forces of Locke, and Atstotle,aud Bacon, and Whntely, all wielded by
>eauty in distress ? He relents. He " doesn't
tnow but that the Major might have the other
torse. " Whv. to be lire." I aav hriorHfuninor

1 jy o-w.
ip, " the other horse wMldojost exactly as welt
or him." Here my evil genius steps up, in the
ihape of Mr. Biggs's father. Now, Mr. Biggs,
lenior, Shoemaker, Justice of the Peace, and
Prudential Committee of the town of Burrton,
s not she mas to be moved about by everyrind of doctrine. He is none of your radical
eformers. He is a practical man, sir.a man
>f substance.a man whose word can be de>endedon, is Mr. Biggs, senior, Shoemaker,Tostice of the Peace, Prudential Committee of
he town of Burrton ! The Major has hired that
icrse, and that horse the Major must have. So
he case goes against me, and I turn away dis:onsolate.
I went home, and found that Grande had met

rith little better success. 8he had succeeded
n getting one horse for an hour. We found
iur day's ride must be transformed into an
tour's drive. We decided to go to the Post
)ffice. It was about three miles. We arrived
afely. I must first premise that our worthy'ostmaster, (long may he live,) not findiogtheorrespoudence of the township sufficient for
he nourishment of himself and his growingtnd numerous family, adds thereto the income
>f a fancy store, a farm, and a blacksmithy. I
ooked in at the Post Office window, and saw
t letter for Grande. I looked behind the letter,md saw no one in the store. I turned to the
tlacksmith shop. Among wagons, aud horses,iud oxen, and carts, I pursued my devious
ray, aud finally neared the door. Close by, a
ouug son of Vulcan was operating on the foot
d a patient horse. The youngster in some
ray had got his own head and legs mixed in
rith the horse's, in so inextricable curves that
could not at once tell which was which, and
rhat to speak to. Finally, I squatted on the
[round on one side of the horse, as near as I
ould get, and, looking nnder the horse's body,could see a man's face upside down on the
ither.
I forgot my errand in watching hiB motions,

iut at length recollecting, I called out, " Mr.
linith." I might as well hav; spoken to Nigara.I called louder, " Mr. Smilhl1' The
munding and clattering of the half dozen h&mners,the blowing of the bellows, the lowing andleighiog of the cattle, went on, but the eyes oplositeme, glancing under the horse, chanced to
atch a glimpse of my eyes, aud the face to
rhich they belonged righted itself, and the form
tood upright. He threaded his way round to
ue. u jjfcave a letter in the office, if you pleftse."'Yes, ma'am." He went to the chimney-Bide in
he shop to get the key,bnt the key was not there.
Ike, have yon got the key to the Post Office ? "

fo, Ike hadn't got it Gueesed it was in the
»arn, or the house. House and barn were overlanled,but no key appeared. Ike came to the
hop door. ''Look a here! I guess father cariedit off in his pocket this morning. Guess
,e did. Well, let's see.you conldn't come
gain, could you?" " Not very weil." So he
ook his knife and cut, and yanked, and tugged
way on the door, and presently got in, banded
ic my letter, and I walked off in triumph.We had been detained so long that our hour
ras nearly out Moreover, it looked very likely
3 rain, and we drove on as fast as posssble.ill of a sudden, a harsh, wheezy sound broke
pon our ears, and we found that one wheel of
be carriage was not turning at all, only dragingalong over the gravel. Grande alightednd tried to turn it with her hands, bat it would
ot turn. Then we both tried. No use. Then
re tried to go on, but the sound and the motion
'ere intolerable. A throng of small boys gathredround us like flies rouud s drop of molasses,
f I had yielded to my impulse, I should have
iven them all a thrashing that would have sent
lem howling home; bnt, under the circumtances,I conclnded it would not be prudent,
toys generally pick up a deal of odd knowledge,nd know everything that everybody else does
ot. So one of these little fellows, after lookingoolly on a moment, with his hands in his pocket,xclaimed, seutentiously, "Het!" Grande
x>ked at him fiercely."Hit what ?" " Yah !
ah I" chuckled he contemptuously, and saun?redaway. Grande's blood was up, and she is
s strong as a young moose. Besides, she rellywanted the beuefit of his knowledge, if he
ad any. She stalked after him, collared him,
rought him back, planted him in front of the
heel, and thrusting his head close down to the
nb, demanded, in a voice of thunder, uhH
HAT- vr.n OAI1 nr» ooonn.orQnn 9"

, y- J."* . iiiuiuuk"';ibdued, the urchiu cried out, 44 0! cracky!fothin' as I knows on. Het the wheel, I spoee!"44 What hit the wheel ?" The poor fellow
>oked up, bewildered.
441 do' know nothin' about it. Fact, I dont."
14 He means it got heated," cried a voice
om the crowd.
41 Oh! " said Grande, and loosed him from

is moorings, and allowed him to depart in
eace. While deliberating on what we should
d, a teamster came along, and said we wonld
etter go to the blacksmith's, and have the
heel taken off and greased. We took his ad
ice, and started in solemu procession.first,
le horse and carriage, the teamster holding up
tat part where was the refractory wheel, in
rder that it might not drag, and giving a prac
cal illustration of 44 putting jour shoulder to
te wheel;" then Grande and myself; and then
ie crowd of small boys, and their dogs. The
iacksmith very kindly left his work, and asstedus at once, and in the course of half an
jut we were once more on our way. But the
kin could delay no longer, and when we start
I, it started. There were three gates to open,
rande had charge of the horse. Of course, I
ust open the gates. The thought of wetting
y new French kid slippers was not to be enrtained.To take them off, and soil my nice
ik stockings, was equally distressing. To
»en the gates, without doing the one or the
her, was out of the question.or would have
sen to an ordinary mind.I am extraordinary,
odesty forbids me to mention the plan which
formed and executed with Napoleon's rapidj.Suffice it to say, had you been there, you
lgbt have been reminded of

"5»wect M«u4 Moll«r looking down
Qu ber graceful *nkle« bare and brown.n

I have already detained yon too long with
y rambling reminiscences, yet a thousand
:periences, that made my summer haypy,
range, wonderful, amosing, glorious, lie unreeled.Could you take half the pleasure in
ading that I take in writing, hov gladly would
tell vou of my daily wadings in "Meadow
-ook, following ita downward course through
e thick, dark woods, till my seamanship was

pped in the bud by an audacious bloodauck
.of the long summer mornings dreamily I
zed away " under the shade of the broad- ^

reading beech tree," when the real, the act-
J, grew distant and dim in the hasy atmos-
tere, and the ham of the bees in the morning- <

Dry soothed into grateful rest the unqdiet j
ul.of the long, aimless rambles through t
urmurous woods, the grand and silent woods,
lere infinite life stirs, but gives no sound.
It is gone now. Weeks have passed since I
gan to write, and the ideal has bent to the
si. It is gope.not till the months shall roll
und to another summer, but gone forever I
ma now strange fe«t are springing on the
eensward, ctrange hands will tear the husks <
>m tits ripened porn, and unfamiliar voices
II shoot the Harvest Home. Yet, unmindful i
the chauge, the golden-fruited orchard will
ur her treasures into the lap of the new
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comer. The royal trees will wrap themselves
in their robes of crimson and scarlet. Under
the white-falling snow the tired earth will have
her long night of rest, and then will come againthe mystery of her awkening. Again the robin
will sing in the cherry tree, and the groundsparrowwill hide his nest in the bending grass.

" Flow down, cold rivulet, to the sea.
Thy tribute w»vf deliver;

Nowhere by thee my nep shall be,
Forever and forever

But still will sigh thine alder tree,
And still thine aspen shiver.

And still by thee will hum the bee
Forever and forever.

A hundred suns shall stream on thee,
A hundred moons shall uuiver.

But not by time my steps shall be
Forever and forever '

THE MUSICIAN^ MARRIAGE.
After having passed the summer in visiting

the principal towns of Germany, the celebrated
pianist, Liszt, arrived at Prague in October,
1846.
The day after he came, his apartment was

entered by a stranger.an old man, whose appearanceindicated misery and Buttering. The
great musician received him with a cordialitywhich he would not, perhaps, have shown to a
nobleman. Encouraged by his kindness, the
visiter said: " I come to you, sir, as a brother.
Excuse me if I take this title, notwithstanding
the distance that divides ns; but formerly I
could beast some skill in playing the piano,and by giving instruction I gained a comfortablelivelihood. Now, I am old, feeble, burdenedwith a large family, and destitute of pupils.I live at Nuremberg, but I came to Prague to
recover the remnant of a small property which
belonged to my ancestors. Although nominallysuccessful, the expense of a long litigation has
more than swallowed up the trilling sum I recovered.To-morrow, I set out tor home.
penniless."
"And you have come to me? You have

done well, and 1 thank you for this proof of
your esteem. To assist a brother professor is
to me more than a duty.it is a pleasure. Artistsshould have their purse iu common; and
if fortune neglects some, in order to treat others
better than tbey deserve, it only makes it more
necessary to preserve the equilibrium by fraternalkindness. That is my system ; bo don't
speak of gratitude, for I feel that I only dischargea debt."
As he uttered these generous words, Liszt

opened his drawer in his writing case, and
started when he saw that his usual depositoryfor his money contained but three ducats. He
summoned his servant.

" Where is the money ? " he asked.
"There, sir," replied the man, pointing to

the open drawer.
" There Why, there is scarcely anything ! "
" I know it, sir. If you please to remember,I told you yesterday that the cash was nearlyexhausted."
"You see, my dear brother," said Liszt,smiling, "that, for the moment, I am no richer

than you. Hat that does not trouble me. I
have credit, aud I can make money start from
the keys of my piano. However, as you are in
haste to leave Prague, and return home, youshall not be delayed by my present want of
funds."
So saying, he opened another drawer, and,

taking out a splendid medallion, gave it to the
old man. "There," said he, "that will do. It
was a present made me by the Minperor of
Austria.his own portrait, set in diamonds.
The painting is nothing remarkable, but the
stones are fine. Take them, and dispose of
them, and whatever they bring shall he yours."
The old musician tried in vain to decline so

rich a gift. Liszt would not bear of a refusal.

astonished at his talent.
That night, the musicians of the city serenadedtheir illustrious brother. The next day, the 1

nobles and most distinguished inhabitants of 6

Prague presented themselves at the door. TheyBntreated him to give some concerts, leaving It
to himself to fix any sum he pleased t<s 4 remu- e
aeration. Then the jeweller perceived that ^
latent, even in a pecuniary light, may be more 0
raluable than the most precious diamonds. ''

Liszt, continued to go to his house, and, to the 8
merchant's great joy, he perceived that his a
laughter was the canse of his visits. He be- *
;an to love the company of the musician, and ?ihe fair girl, hij sal/ ehtld, certainly did not "

liate it, ! d
One morning, the jeweller, coming to the 8

point with Qerman frankness, said to Liszt. *
44How do you liko my daughter? " ®
44 She is an augel 1" ®
44 What do you think of marriage ? " 1

441 think so well of it, that I have the great- ^
Mt possible inclination to try it." 1

44 What would you say to a fortune of three £million francs ? " »'
441 would willingly accent it." 1 p44 Well, we understand each other. My' 11

and the poor man at length withdrew, invokingthe choicest blc.virigs of Heaven on hid generouahenet-vtor. lie then repaired to the shopof the principal jeweller in the city, iti order to
ell the diamonds. Boeing a miserably-dressed
man anxious to dispose ot magnificent jewels,
with whose valne he appeared unacquainted,the master of the shop verv naturally suspectedhis honesty ; and, while appearing to examine
the diamonds with close attention, h" whispered
a few words in the ear ol' one of his assistants.
The latter went out, and speedily returned, accompaniedby several soldiers of polit e, who
arrested the unhappy artist, in spite of his protestationsof innocence.

" You must first come to prison," they said ;
"afterwards, you can give uu explanation to the
magistrate."
The prisoner wrote a few lines to his benefactor,imploring his assistance. Idsxt hastenedto the jeweller.
" Sir," said he, " you have caused the arrest

of an innocent man. Ooaae with me immediately,and let ub have him re-leased. He is the
lawful owner of the jewels in question, for I
gave them to him."

" But, sir," said the merchant, " who are
you t"

" My name is Lust."
" 1 don't know any rich man of that name."
" That may hp; yet I am tolerably well

known."
"Are you aware, sir, that these diamonds are

worth Bix thousand tlorius.that is to say,
about five thousaud guineas, or twelve thousand
francs ? "
"So mnch the better for him on whom I

have bestowed them."
" But, in order to make such a present, yon

must he very wealthy."ia\m . i e . - *
- my aciuai lortune consists ot three ducats."
" Then you are a magician."
" By no means ; and yet, by just moving myfingers, I can obtain as much money as I wish/'
" You must be a magician."
" If you choose, I'll disclose to you the magicI employ."
Liszt had seen a piano in the parlor behind

the shop. lie opened it, and ran bis fingers
over the keys t then, seized by sudden inspiration,he improvised one of those soul-touchingsymphonies peculiar to himself.
As he sounded the first chords, a beautiful

young lady entered the room. While the melodycontinued, she remained speechless and
immovable; then, as the last note died away,
she cried, with irresistible enthusiasm, " Bravo,
Liszt! 'tis wondrous ! "

" Dost thou know him, then, tny daughter ? "

asked the jeweller.
" This is the first time I have had the pleasureof seeing or hearing him," replied she ;

" but I know that none living, save Liszt, could
draw such sounds from the piano."

Expressed with grace and modesty, by a

young person of remarkable beauty, this admirationcould not fail to be more than flattering
to the artist. However, after making his best
acknowledgments, Liszt withdrew, in order to
deliver the prisoner, and was accompanied by
the jeweller.

Grieved at his mistake, the worthy merchant
sought to repair it by inviting the two musiciansto supper. The honors of the table were
done by his amiable daughter, who appeared
no less touched at the geuurosit? oLXiszt than ?
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daughter pleases you ; you please my (laughter.
Her fortune is reiidy; be my son in law." fpi

44 With all my heart."
The marriage was celebrated the following

week.
And this, according to the chronicles of

Prague, is a true account of the marriage of
the great and good pianist, Liszt.

From ib>- New York F.vemu ' Post, ScptenC-T >

THE MORAL OF THE TIMES.

In times of trouble and disaster, all our self- "jish instincts are first awakened to activity.This is apt to be the case with the most disinterested,so long as they see the means of
guarding themselves aud their own firesides
from impending harm. It is not till they fiud
that the stcrin of desolation can be stayed bv
no humau hand, aud is liable at any moment
to sweep over them, that they lift up their eves
and follow the lightning's shaft to the hand
that directs it. Then our selfish impulses give
way to more generous emotions ; we find our
selves involuntarily drawn towards our fellow- i
sufferers by the ties of a common brotherhrx*],aud bow reverently to dispensations which
prove in the end, to all right-thiuking men, ^blessings in disguise. , yThere is much in the present Btate of affairs
in the financial world to move our sympathy,and there is much to arouse our selfish impulses.So many and such great changes of
lortuneas have occurred within the lust month
have rarely, if ever before, been witness* d in this J>country. While it was supposed that the rangeof the storm was circumscribed, so long us
me wary ana me weatttty Delieved they could l»,'keep beyond its reach, they naturally flattered
themselves that they had teen more prudent,and perhaps more deserving, than their unfortunateneighbors. This complaceny on the
ofie hand, and precautions for their own securityon the other, left them little time, and lei-, t ; 1
inclination, to concern themselves much about
the troubles of others. Presently the cloud,which was no bigger than a man's hand, cov- rs
the whole horizon with its darkness. No one
can any longer comfort himself with the assurancethat he is beyond the reach of its accti
mutating terrors. The wise man begins to
realize his weakness; he is ashamed of his
harsh judgments of others, and his too tlatt rii.c »judgments of his own wisdom and goodness;his indifference about the troubles of others,which he might have relieved, and did not, Gil his
heart with remorse. The curtain of selfishness
which bounded his vision seems to tie suddenly
drawn aside, and he discovers for the first ;time how little he has had, b.mself, to do with
the accumulation of property upon which he
has presumed so much ; how it may have been M
sent to him for the very purpose of being take i
from him again under circumstances like these,and as the best means of revealing to him a K'
sense of his daily dependence upon Providence
and upon his fellow-man. Locked at from ftthis point of view, who shall speak -of the frecent breaking up of the great, deep of commercialcredit as a calamity? Who knows how
many, in consequence of it, will experience for'
the first time the enduring pleasure of obeying
a generous impulse, and of sacrificing a selfish
one? Who knows how many it will tea-jli to '

think moderately of their own achievements,and judge leniently the short comings of the
less successful? How many will learn from it
what they never experienced before, that the
at qnisition of wealth is neither a t»-st ot u man n <merits, nor any security for his happiness. .(Ian any one doubt that this crisis will developiii many a higher morality, a more enlargedand comprehensive benevolence, a more wat.-hfuldomestic economy, lea ostentatious habitsof life, and a com spending rtspc. t f.»r those \whose ol»scuro and humble 1iv« ,s may have been
teuching the inattentive world around them. **from infancy, how little the splendid fortunes, j>which we spend toilsome lives in accumulating, Pcontribute to cur goodness or to our happiness? ft'What, ufter all, i*1 the loss about which wemake so much ado? The money or the property, for the want of wjnch so many fail, is notlost. The absolute leaner .such as occur, for
example, by (ire and shipwreck.have beenlass for the last six months than usual. Thewealth of the country is merely c hanging hands.Some of those who had it, perhaps, will h.* "|better oft* without it ; some will be benefited bv ithe trial which their pride or '.heir vanity will Zi
experience from losing it; it will unite many gj.domestic circles which worldly influences were
separating, and it may remove unsuspectedtemptations from the path of young people who
were not prepared to resist them. On the other
hand, there are those in the lowlier walks oflife who require the discipline of prosperity.The lessons of adversity may have been lost
upon them. Their hard heartH may require to ^be broken, as the eagle is said sometimes toItreak the shell of the tortois" by bearing it

.liigh into the air, and then letting it fall upo nthe rocks. Shall we murmur at this dispensa *
tion till we know, beLter than man poambly can rknow, how nearly and deeplv we may all beiinterested in the results winch are to COMfrkmi it ?

TU«» unexampled prosperity of this country,and the prompt reward which ev.-ry species of gintelligent industry commands here, have madeAmericans the most conceited and self-reliantpeople upon the face of the earth. So far asth:8 self-reliance has emancipated ua from the
tyranny of traditions, and has begotten hablisof independent thinking, it hae -t.-rved a great, T
we believe a Divine purpose. Hut it has longfulfilled that purpose, and for some years pastwe have been growing, as a nation, grasping,arrogant, quarrelsome, indifferent to internationalobligations, and tolerant of private as tfcIt « *' ' 1 *
wru as puDiic irauo. it requires something V
more than self-confidence to produce an elevated national character. Our conceit may helpto rid us of other people's errors, but not of our
own.

Being in a measure rid of the faults which,
as a nation, we inherited or were taught, it is
now time that we make war upon our own ;and we can oonoeiYe of no lesson more etticariousfor that purpose than that we ar^ nowreceiving. All onr past follies arc coming tolight; the great men of the Exchange,' toshorn we bowed with a selfis^i idolatry, areproving to be but wooden ioiages ; the powershbt we were accustomed to regard as irresistible,crumble up Hka >aper in the fire. Nothngproves in these times to be strong, but therirtues wi.ieb as a nation we have most neglecttocultivate. Their value is being prosedind vindicated, and we already begin to seehe fruits of it. Ws witness every day strikingnttauces of forbearance and consideration lorrach other's troubles among commercial men.I'hey are less disposed to judge hastily, evenshere there is room for eensure, whiic raiil'iuiiesspend their whole time in doing what theyran to relieve aud assist their less fortunate acluaintaaces.There are men of wealth amongl*, who go about qnietly doing good in this way,ike nurses in an hospital, by night and by day,rho but for some such crisis would never p»r
taps have revealed their own noble attributes
o others, nor would, they have learned howuuch better and truer hearts than they had
ver euspecied are beating around them.

Tun True Source of Refor>:..The greatlenient of reform is not bora of human wisora;it does not draw life from human
rganizalions. 1 find it onlv in Chrintiwniiv
Thy kingdom oome," There is a sublimend pregnant hardeu in this prayer. It is the^ration of erery soul that goes forth in thepirlt of reform. Fur what is the significance)f this prayer t It is a petition that ail holyrflatneea would penetrate and subdue aidwell in the heart of man, until he shall think,d speak, and do good, from the very neo,tilyof his being. 80 would the institutiotvia of
nror and wrong crumble and pass awe.v. 80
1cmId sin die out from the earth ; &0.4, the hunauscul living in harmony with the DivineWill, this eartn would became hke heaven,
t is too late for the 'etormers to sneer atIhristianity.it is fooilskuess for them to reject
m In it are fcnskrined our faith in bnman
rogregs . our cou&dence in reform. It i*vlissofobly couuected with all that is hopeful,

J


